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One 


Author's Notes: 
This is for Hector. Enjoy. ;) 


He had been standing at the back for more than an hour, keeping his head down to minimize the chance of 
recognition, either by the crowd or, even more importantly, by the man on the stage. He was walking back and 
forth, answering questions, dressed casually in a loose tank top and long, baggy shorts, his bare feet scuffing 


across the smooth platform that had been erected for today. 


Large hands gestured, the booming voice carrying even without the microphone he sometimes remembered to 


hold up to his mouth. 


Quick smiles and shouts of laughter, it was easy To tell he was enjoying this. He was in his element, 
entertaining and relating to the people who hung on his every word, dropping them bits of gossip about what 
was forthcoming from the band yet never really giving anything away. He held them gently in one of those 
broad palms, a shiver running through Tico at the metaphor, many nights where that same palm had cupped 
parts of him bringing fond memories rushing through his mind. 


They hadn't seen each other for a while and he had decided to fly in and surprise him 
Silly? Maybe, but he didn't care. 


He nibbled at his lower lip when the man took his place behind the kit, the mic passed off to a tech and now 
those large but amazingly gentle hands lovingly held the sticks. The demonstration began, Tico's hands moving 
on their own as he followed the rolls and fills and the pound of the bass -- maybe only drummers would 


understand the primal feelings that took you over when you were pounding away. 
It was like sex. Very personal, with everyone having their moves that gave them the most pleasure. 


As if he had heard that analogy, his head snapped around. The delight that lit up that craggy face when he 


saw Tico was enough to make him grin like a fool. 
And enough to make his cock smile as well. 


Crossing his feet, he leaned against the wall and watched with pride and affection as Nicko showed them how it 


was done. 


When it was done he stayed back while they surrounded Nicko, the ever present smile and cheerful nature 
plain to see as he greeted each question or request for an autograph or picture in stride, shaking his head 
with a laugh when pressed for news of Maiden, admonishing them gently that any secrets he might give away 
would be met by the wrath of Harry. Finally, the last pen capped and the last inquiry responded to, Nicko 
turned to him, crooking his finger and leading him back to the room -- more of a closet but big enough to 


serve -- where his bags waited. 


As soon as the door was closed he was swept into a hug that took his breath, Nicko's happy growl against his 


neck enough to make his knees weak. "I guess this means you're happy to see me?" 


"Well, ‘kin hell Teek, of course!" Releasing him, Nicko pushed him back just far enough to be able to look directly 


at him. "But wot are you doin’ here?" 
"| missed you. So, since | had a few days free, | decided to fly in" 


"Can't say that was a bad idea," Nicko grinned, pulling him closer and giving him several quick, hard kisses. 


"Now, you do know of course that l'm at a bit of a loose end fer a couple days meself, right?" 
"That's what | heard," Tico grinned, "so | thought I'd see if | could help you occupy some of that spare time." 


"And just wot, | might ask, are you thinkin’ of doing with me?" Nicko asked, arching a brow and giving him a 


rather wicked grin 


"Oh a little of this, a little of that” Tico slid his hands down the strong back until they found the swell of his 
arse. "On second thought, let's make it a lot of that" 


Nicko threw back his head and let out his booming laugh, Tico wincing at the thought of anyone walking by and 
hearing him. "Well then, let's get to it! Come on! Places to go, things to do, move it along!" 


"Wait, wait!" Tico put his hands in the middle of Nicko's chest and held him still. "On your way here, did you 


happen to notice a carnival?" 
"Can't say | did, but can't say | was lookin’ fer one. Why?" 


"Because, | did and | stopped and they've given us permission to come by after closing and ride the rides, and 
take a walk through the Funhouse." 


Nicko's eyebrows shot up. "Well, hang on! I'm not sure I'm all that interested in going round that bloody place. 
Bit scary and all in there." 


Ill protect you," Tic promised, leaning against Nicko's chest. "After all, if you get really scared I'll have to keep 
a firm hold on you while we're going through." Tico slid his hand down and got a rather firm hold right then 
much to Nicko's delight. 


"| think we should save this for the hotel," Nicko groaned, giving in to the long line of nibbles going up his neck. 


"Cor, Teek, how am | gonna explain me hardon when I've been in here with you?" 


"Blame it on drumming, | do," Tico laughed, giving the warm flesh under his mouth a final lick and then steeping 


back with a reluctant sigh. "Come on then, let's get someplace | can finish that." 


"Finish wot?" Nicko picked up his bag and slung it over his shoulder, placing his hand on the small of Tico's back 
to guide him to the door. 


"Nicko, you aren't that dense." 


"Dense?" Once out in the corridor, he waved his hands and began to pontificate on density and thickness until 
Tico was staggering beside him, laughing so hard his vision was blurred by tears. 


They didn't make it all the way out of the building before their plans of wallowing naked in the hotel bed for 
the next several hours were thwarted by the well meaning organizers of the clinic. Forced to go to dinner or 
appear horribly rude, Tico sat quietly while Nick and Paul (Tico thought that was his name, he really hadn't 


been paying attention, his mind more on the large hands that were rolling a wine glass between the palms, his 


sex starved brain wishing he could replace it with his cock, feeling the slight roughness and the nimble fingers, 
squeezing and rubbing and...) 


He was more than a litle embarrassed when he realized they were both staring at him. 


Forcing himself to concentrate, he grinned and did his best to look interested. 


By the time they left the restaurant, they didn't have time to do more than dump their bags in the room 
before heading for the carnival, Nicko grumbling about wasting time better spent and Tico trying not to 
throttle him. The owner of the Funhouse was waiting, cautioning them that they had best take care since 
there would be no one to save them if they got lost. 


They were both more than a little surprised when he produced waivers for them to sign until he explained 
that because of the elaborate nature of some of the attractions inside, it was simply for the carnival's 
protection if someone was literally scared into illness. Scoffing, they both signed their names, the man tucking 


the papers carefully inside his jacket before waving at them to follow him. 


Walking up the ramp to the entrance, Nicko couldn't contain the grin at the excitement on Tico's face. "Gonna 


be good, innit?" 
"Yeah, and thanks." Tico gave his hand a quick clasp before stepping through the open door frame behind Nicko. 


"This is where it begins," the man said, pointing at a set of doors. "Once you go through there's no way out 
until the end. You sure about this?" 


"Yeah, thanks a lot for getting this together for us. Its hard to do when there's a crowd" 

Snorting, he shook his head. "You might be wishing for one before it's over. Have fun, and good luck" Flipping a 
switch, he touched a hand to his forehead in a salute and left, the two of them grinning at each other as the 
machinery that powered the ride hummed around them. 


"Shall we?" Tico took Nicko's hand, sighing when the bigger man leaned down and gave him long, sweet kiss. 


Still holding hands, they stepped up to the doors and with a final deep breath, they went inside. 


When the main doors closed behind them they heard the distinct click of a lock. Nicko couldn't resist trying 
them, shrugging when they didn't open. "E wasn't kiddin’, we're stuck." 


"Come on. this will be fun!" Tico dragged him forward, laughing when the floor under their feet began to shift 


up and down, making them stagger into the wall as they made their way to a narrow door at the end. 


Cor, like bein’ pissed up!" Nicko laughed, grunting at a particularly hard impact between his shoulder and the 


wall. 


"It's kind of hard to walk," Tico snickered, grabbing for the knob and throwing open the door at the end, letting 
out a relieved breath when he stepped onto solid floor. Nicko crowded through behind him, the door shutting at 
his back, the dim lights set along the walkway showing them to be on yet another path. 


Nicko used the opportunity to give Tico's arse a few good gropes as they walked along, his booming laugh 
echoing around them when Tico would turn and smack at his hands. They were doing quite well until the came 
to a three-way intersection, both of them staring as best they could into the darkness, trying to figure out 
which way they should go. 

"Left." 

"Right." 

Tico rolled his eyes. "Left" 


Nicko folded his arms. "Right" 


"Fine, we'll take the middle." Tico started off, grinning to himself when he heard Nicko grumbling but following 
behind. 


He was still grinning when the guy with the axe showed up. 

Panic. 

Blind, uncontrolled panic. 

He didn't even hesitate; turning and charging straight into Nicko, knocking him into the wall and not caring how 
much he bellowed and cursed, legs pumping as he ran for the intersection. He heard the thunder of Nicko's 
steps right on his heels, harsh pants of breath drowning out any noise that could be the insane man in the 
twisted mask coming behind them. After all, he didn't have to outrun him, he only had to outrun Nicko, right? 
Reaching the three-way, he skidded into a turn and took off down the left corridor (which would have been 
the right, the way Nicko wanted to go), running as if his very life depended on it, never noticing the corridor 
getting smaller and smaller, Nicko hollering something that sounded like duck just before the top of his head 


got jammed against the ceiling, snapping his head back and knocking him off his feet. 


Nicko tripped, falling over him and landing with a hard grunt and a yelp. 


Tico was on his hands and knees, yelling for Nicko to move, to crawl, to roll, finally climbing right over him and 


scuttling as fast as he could toward what looked like a door at the end 

He only found it wasn't when he got there and by that time he was deciding that he had become 
claustrophobic, the hallway reduced to a fraction of what it had been, the ceiling so low (or was it the floor so 
high?) that even on his hands and knees he could reach up and touch it. 

"Dead end, dead endl" he managed to gasp, trying to turn around and swearing loudly when his head collided 
with Nicko's. Pushing him backwards, he cursed and shoved while Nicko maneuvered back around, crawling back 
in the direction they had come. When Nicko abruptly stopped, Tico literally tried to shove his head up his arse. 
"Watch it!" Nicko hissed. "Wot if ‘e's there?" 

Fighting the urge to bite one of the rounded cheeks in front of him, Tico sighed. "He can't be real, right?" 
"Looked pretty bleedin’ real to me," Nicko grumbled. 

"He can't be. Look, when we get closer I'll go in front." 

That seemed to appease Nicko and he started moving again, the two of them able now to get back on their 
feet even if for a few more strides they had to hunch over while they walked. As soon as the corridor was 
wide enough, Nicko stopped and flattened himself against the wall, grabbing Tico's arm and nearly catapulting 


him to the front. 


Muttering about lack of chivalry and payback, Tico crept toward the three-way intersection, Nicko right on his 
heels. 


It was empty. 

They took the last choice, Tico still muttering but now about being right and how if Nicko had just listened 
they could have avoided the axe murderer and he wouldn't have a headache and be covered in dust which oh 
by the way is... 

Three thunderous sneezes from behind him was almost enough to make up for it. 

Finding another door at the end of the corridor was almost enough to make him yell for his mommy. 


Tico decided he really didn't like doors. Especially in Funhouses. 


"You open it." 


Nicko shook his head, putting both hands behind his back. "Not me, no ‘kin way." 


Tico ran his tongue over very dry lips and once again slowly reached for the doorknob, this time letting his 
fingers graze it before yanking them back. "I can't!" 


"You bloody well better or we're spendin’ the night right here!" 
"Fine!" 


Wondering why he had ever thought this would be a good idea, Tico took several deep breaths, screwed up 


every ounce of his courage and snatched the door open. 
Something (a body? a devil? a creature?) came flying toward him, screaming. 


With a shriek that would have done the lead soprano at the Met proud, he spun and made a flying leap, 
scrambling up Nicko's body until his arms were clasped round his head, his legs locked somewhere in the 
vicinity of his waist. Flailing his arms, Nicko staggered backwards, his face mashed in Tico's chest, pieces of his 


shirt being inhaled as Nicko tried to breath. 


He stumbled, his heel catching on something and sending him windmilling, his cry of pain when he hit the floor 
muffled by the weight of Tico's body crushing his face. 


His only thought before the horrific agony of crushed balls ripped through him was Good thing me nose is 
already flat or itd be broken 


After that, all he could was whimper and try to breathe. 

Of course, to do that required removal of one drummer from his face. Putting his hands wherever he could 
get them flat enough to push, Nicko shoved hard, Tico yelping and clinging with renewed vigor. Cursing the fact 
that drumming did such a lovely job of developing muscle, Nicko thrust his arms forward again, this time 
managing to separate Tico just enough to get a couple good deep breaths before once again he was sucking 
shirt. 

Figuring the situation warranted drastic measures, Nicko moved on to the next alternative. 

He bit him. Hard. 


Tico rolled away, howling and clutching his chest. "Nick! You bit me!" 


"And I'll do it again if you sit on me face," Nicko muttered, sitting up with a wince and cupping his balls. "And 
you kicked me in the balls, Teek! ‘Kin hell, mate, be a bit more bloody careful with those feet o' yours!" 


"It was an accident! What was that?" 


"A ‘kin sheet on a stick you bloody fool." Nicko groaned, getting to his feet and grabbing hold of the still 
fluttering cloth. "See?" 


"Oh," Tico grinned, climbing to his feet and lifting his shirt to examine the bite. "Why did you bite me?" 
"Because | couldn't breathe!" Nicko bellowed, glaring. "You climbed me like a tree!" 
"It startled mel" 


"Bloody schoolgirl with a bug," Nicko grumbled, shoving Tico toward the open door. "Come on, let's finish this so 
we can go back to the hotel and fergit all about Fun‘ouses and ghosties and the fact that yer a fraidy cat" 


I'm not!" Tico protested, trying to get behind him. "And you go first!" 


"Fine!" Nicko stomped through the door, swearing to himself that never again would he get himself in something 


like this, and he didnt care how cute Tico begged 

He was still moaning and complaining when he rounded the next corner and was attacked by a shrieking clown 
Once he managed to stop laughing Tico helped Nicko to his feet and carefully dusted him off 

"You and yer bright bloody ideas! Working out so ‘kin well, innit?" 

"Nick, it really hasn't been that bad has it?" 

"Ive got a bump on me head, me balls hurt and lve been attacked by a clown How much worse can it get?" 


Tico slipped his arms around Nicko's waist and kissed the triangle of flesh exposed by the open neck of his 
shirt. "You could be sitting back at the hotel all by yourself" 


Nicko pondered that for a moment and then broke out in a grin. "Hell of a point there, mate!” Looping his arms 
around Tico, those big hands came to rest firmly on his arse, fingers kneading the swells. "And then | couldn't 


be doin’ this now could |?" 
"No, you couldn't," Tico groaned, "and | really like what you're doing." 
Nicko dipped his head and kissed him, a quick nibble on his lower lip before slipping his tongue inside Tico's 


mouth and lazily exploring. Tasting Tico's moan he grinned against his lips, backing him up toward the wall, the 
darkness enveloping them as they reached the wooden surface, painted black to hide the shadows. Nicko felt 


his hand brush against something but he was too busy using the tip of his tongue to tease the roof of Tico's 
mouth to really pay attention. 


Which was why when something bumped into his back it caused him to shriek, bite his own tongue and crash 
forward, slamming Tico against the wall and holding him pinned between it and Nicko's body. The sudden scream 
into his mouth and the slam of his head into the wall made Tico bellow, bite Nicko's tongue and promptly climb 
him again, swearing and clinging as Nicko began staggering around, a luminescent face rising slowly to stare into 
Tico's eyes, causing another wave of panic that ended only when Nicko fumbled his way through a door, the 
back of Tico's head colliding with the jamb and nearly knocking him out. 

The violent slam of the door behind them left them in an inky void of light. 


Waving his arms and staggering under not only Tico's weight but the panic that was once again gripping him 
because he couldn't breathe, Nicko grasped and grabbed for anything solid, anything that could hold him up 
while he pried Tico off him, anything that... 

He clutched like a drowning man at a curved wall that his desperate hands finally found, twisting around to lean 
heavily upon it while he grabbed Tico's waist and once more peeled him off. Setting him down, Nicko tipped his 
head back and closed his eyes, panting to try to catch his breath, feeling the pounding of his heart... 


He realized just as Tico let out a choked sound that the heart he was hearing was not his own, in fact it was 


behind him. 
Bruce would have been proud at the length and volume he achieved. 


Tico ended up sprawled on the floor, knocked flat when Nicko leapt for the door, a steady babble of pleas to 


someone, anyone to let them out, to help them, to save them from.. 
A hand landing on his shoulder sent him straight in the air, shrieking. 


"Nick! It's mel" Tico wrapped his arms around Nicko from behind, rubbing his chest. "God Nick, breathe! Calm 
down! It's just something they have inside the wall that sounds like a heart!" 


"It is?" Feeling somewhat like a complete and total git, Nicko turned round and squinted in the general direction, 


or at least he thought it was, where the heartbeat was coming from. 
He could hear it a bit better now, slower, much slower in fact, than his own heart. 
Thum - thump 


Thum - thump 


Stepping closer, he stretched out his hand, feeling Tico still behind him. 


Thum - thump 

Thum - thump 

His fingertips so close to the wall they could feel the cushion of air. 
Thum - thump 

Thum - thump 

Brushing over the slick surface. 

Thum - thump 

Thum - thump 

His breathing evened out, his sigh of relief on his lips. 

Thum - thump 

Thum - thump 

When something shrieked and the panel on the wall flew open to show a twisted and warped face he barely 


heard Tico's scream when he hit the floor or his gasp of pain when Nicko's foot landed in the middle of his 


stomach as he sprinted for his life. 

When he stopped he found himself in an empty box. 

Not exactly a box but a square room that was entirely red, not just the walls but the floor and the ceiling as 
well. Turning slowly, he looked around, trying to spot the way out and seeing nothing that resembled a door. 
Even the light was cast in red, his skin appearing to be bloody, making him rub frantically to be sure it was 


only an illusion. It suddenly dawned on him that he was alone. 


Swearing, he started for the door he'd come through, leaping back with a yelp when he felt the depression in 
the floor under his foot. 


The door slammed shut, the catch released by the spring under the wooden panel. 


Jumping over the spot, Nicko pounded on the door, shouting. "Tico! Teek! I'm in here! ‘Kin hell! Tico! Help 


meeeeeeeee!" 


That was when the walls began to ooze blood. 


Groaning, the back of his head throbbing, his stomach feeling like it was going to come out his mouth and his 
mind thoroughly convinced this had been his worst idea ever, Tico rolled over and pushed himself up on his 
hands and knees, eyeing the door Nicko had vanished through. 

"Why? Thought this would be fun? Fun. Hal If | live through it, it'll be enough." 

Tico climbed to his feet and limped out of the room, clutching his stomach and groaning. Hoping he was going 
the right way, he headed through the dimly lit corridor, ignoring the wisps of cloth and the webbing that 
brushed against his face, his eyes firmly fixed on a red panel at the end. He didn't see a knob so it must be 
activated by a release somewhere... 

He grinned when he felt the dip in the floor and the panel slid back. Ducking inside, he was blindsided by a 
heavy body that knocked him ass over ears once again, leaving him in a heap against a slimy wall that bled red 
colored oil all over his favorite shirt. 


He really wished he had just stayed home. 


He may have been tired of jerking off to hot phone sex, but at least he didn't feel like he'd gone ten rounds 
with a heavyweight boxer. 


In fact, he'd have rather fought the guy. 

Opening one eye, he glared at the worried eyes peering down at him. 

"Teek? You alright, mate? Bit of a panic there, didn't mean to knock you down" 

"Nick?" Tico groaned, flopping onto his back and sighing. "Do me a favor?" 

"Anything," Nicko promised, taking his hand. 

Looking up at the sincere expression, Tico almost forgave him. "If | ever suggest anything like this again?" 
"Yeah?" 

"Just kill me at the hotel." 


"Tico!" Nicko cried, blinking those wounded eyes. "It's not like l'm doin’ it on purpose!" 


"| know, but dammit Nick, you don't even think that | might be behind you and you just... 

A soft growl cut him off. Forgetting every ache and pain he sat up, eyes huge. “What was that?" 

Nicko was looking around. "Don't know," he whispered. 

Another growl, longer and deeper. 

Tico heard the click from Nicko's throat when he swallowed. "Where's it coming from?" 

Nicko shook his head. "No clue, but...” 

"Welcome," a disembodied voice boomed, coming from all around them. "You have one minute to find your way 
from this place before | release my hound. Fail to do so, and he will drag you back to my lair for our mutual 


pleasure." 


Tico squeaked and scrambled to his feet, Nicko leaping up beside him. The growl came again, but this time a 


panel on the opposite wall raised just a few inches, the growl coming from behind it. 
Floor, floor!" Tico yelled, stomping around. "Find the spring!” 


Nicko was hopping around like a mad rabbit, Tico bringing his feet down so hard he felt the pain in his shins. No 
longer caring about hurting each other, they crashed and collided, trying to step on every inch of floor and 
open the hidden door. The one they had come through wouldn't work; the time running down in loud clicks that 
were mixed with the snarls and snaps from behind the panel and their own sobbing breaths until Tico let out a 


shout, the floor moving under his foot. 

A click and a spring loaded door snapped open, the two of them running to it and nearly getting stuck as they 
tried to force through together, finally tumbling out into another room just as a bell began to toll behind 
them, the sounds of the hound rising in a furious crescendo of barks and howls. Nicko grabbed the handle and 
yanked the door shut before collapsing next to Tico, both of them too frightened to do more than pant for 
several long minutes. 

"Teek? You alright?" 

"Think so, you?" 

"| think | wet meself” 


For some reason, that was the funniest thing Tico had ever heard. 


They were in a room full of mirrors. 


Once Tico had himself somewhat under control, he took a better look around, staring out with a snicker but by 
the time his eyes had gone the full circle of the room he was howling again. Nicko pushed himself up on his 
elbows and glared at him. 


"Just wots so bleedin’ hysterical?" 
"Me, you, us," Tico gasped. "Look around" 


Nicko did, squinting at the elongated faces in the first mirror. "Cor, looks like ‘Arry after hearin’ West Ham 
lost," he chuckled. 


"Come on," Tico ordered, getting to his feet with a groan. "This looks safe." 


"Don't say that! You'll ‘ave something fallin’ on me head!" Nicko snorted, wondering just how much he was going 


to hurt tomorrow as his muscles pulled and complained while he forced them to lift him to his feet. 


All the horror they had been through that led them to this spot was forgotten within the first few minutes 
as they staggered around, laughing at their appearance in each of the mirrors. The one that made Tico's legs 
look six feet long had him choking at the thought of what David would look like standing there, while the one 
that made them both look to be wider than they were tall had Nicko in snorting fits over the thought of 


Janick. 


But it was when they stood in front of one that made the middle of their bodies seem to be twice as long as 
they normally were that Nicko got an idea. Stepping behind Tico, he began running his hands over his chest, 
grinning when Tico's head fell back against his shoulder. 


"What are you doing?" 


"Hush," was all Nicko said, dropping his head to kiss and lick and suck the side of Tico's neck, his fingers deftly 
undoing Tico's pants. Tico hissed a breath when Nicko's hands plunged inside, forcing the leans to gape wide, his 


hands moving lower and working them down before drifting up again and easing the boxers down as well. 


Tico leaned back, watching in the mirror as his cock was freed, Nicko's hand cupping his balls and lifting, the 
shaft stirring as it filled with blood. He moaned, pushing forward into Nicko's hand, his gaze never leaving the 
image as Nicko's fingers twitched the buttons on his shirt open, seeking his nipples as he rolled and massaged 
the sac in his palm. 


Nicko's hands were firm but gentle, rhythmic squeezes of his balls sending stars dancing across his vision, the 
figure in the mirror staring back at him with slightly parted lips and heaving chest. When Nicko's fingers 
wrapped around his cock it arched, mouth widening in a gasp of pleasure, its hands curling at its sides. He 


moaned, the flicking pink tongue darting out to lap at its neck made him shiver, the heat of Nicko's breath and 


the press of his cock against the small of its back obviously enjoyed and appreciated as the image bucked 


again. 
"Nick." 
"Hush!" he said, firmer this time. 


So he grew quiet, making instead little sounds of breathy moans, thrusting into the hand that glided up and 
down, pinching and rubbing, fingers loosening only to grasp again. The distortion made his cock appear to be 


incredibly long, Nicko's hand working slowly up and down, his eyes now watching the mirror as well 


There was something incredibly erotic about it, Tico decided somewhere in the haze that had once been his 


brain. 
It was almost like being a voyeur. 
But better, because the pleasure was coursing through his body. 


Tico's hands fumbled back, finally latching onto the legs of Nicko's jeans and gripping desperately, his mind 
somehow under the delusion that they would hold him up when his knees finally gave way. And that moment 
seemed to be approaching rapidly as that big, calloused hand worked over the silken flesh, his cock straining 
forward with each jerk of his hips, the head leaking precome that Nicko carefully spread downwards to enable 
his hand to move easier. The friction may have lessened but it didn't decrease the agonizing jolts of heat that 
the caress invoked, Tico humming low in his throat until he couldn't stay silent any longer and the words 


tumbled forth, begging for more, panting demands for faster and firmer strokes. 


When Nicko turned them to face another mirror, he groaned a laugh. This one made everything in the middle 
show wider and with Nicko's hand freeing him his cock seemed to be nearly a foot wide. "Kinky, innit?" Nicko 
breathed in his ear before once again taking him into that strong grip, the broad, flat palm cupping around, 
those thick fingers milking him with each drawn out stroke. 


Tico couldn't have formed a coherent thought let alone spoken in anything resembling a complete sentence at 
this point in time. The best he could do was let out soft grunts with each push of his hips, his cock throbbing, 
blood rushing in his ears, heart pounding louder than he had ever heard. Forcing his hands between the press 
of their bodies, he found the heat and hardness of Nicko's cock, stroking it through his jeans, cupping the 
heavy balls and hefting, squeezing, each motion and tease of his hands bringing a growl or a groan from Nicko's 
mouth where it continued to explore his neck. 


And those hands, sweet heaven those hands. 
So much strength in them, yet they could be so gentle and light, feathering over the head of his cock and 


tickling behind his balls, his legs spread, knees shaking with the need to fall to the floor and give in to the 


pleasure. He was close, so close he could feel his balls draw up, his hips pistoning his cock through Nicko's 


hand, his eyes drifting closed as he opened his mouth and gave in to the cries, release just another stroke, 


another pump, another thrust away... 


And then they left him, Nicko's body still there to hold him up but the wonder that had enveloped his cock 
was gone and he cursed and whined, turning his head and pleading. It was all for naught, Tico stumbling back as 
Nicko stepped away. Spinning around he tried to grab him, frustrated and angry and needing to come. 


"Why did you stop?" Even to his own ears it sounded like a spoiled child deried what he wanted. 
Nicko grinned, backing further away. "Better tuck it back in yer pants mate, all out there wavin in the breeze!" 
Tico was shaking, his hand curled into fists at his sides. "Nicko!" 


"Wot?" Still laughing, Nicko began looking for the door, letting out a shout when he found it. When he turned 


back, Tico couldn't miss the bulge in the front of his jeans, Nicko every bit as aroused as he. 


Growling, and knowing that he wasn't going to get anywhere when Nicko gave him one of the smuggest grins 
he'd ever seen before going out the door, Tico did his best to stuff his wet and aching cock back in his pants 
before rushing out behind him. 


He caught up to him just as he opened another door further down the hall. 


Nicko hadn't gone right in, instead sticking his head through the opening and peering around. He went in a lot 
faster than he planned to when Tico slapped his arse with both hands. Hard. With a yelped curse, he leapt into 
the room, Tico coming through the door behind him and wagging a finger when Nicko spun around. "Ah, ah! 
Don't even think it after the way you've left me. It hurts to walk!" 


Nicko snickered. "Won't be fer long, | promise. We just need to find.." His eyes widened and he reached out and 


snatched Tico to him. "Bloody ‘ell, look out!" 


Tico spun in his arms and yelled at the sight of the giant spider that had been dropping on a silken thread of 
webbing directly toward his head. He quickly saw it wasn't real when it began to wind itself back up but it still 
took his heart a bit longer to settle back into his chest. Adrenaline still ripping through him, he spun back 

around and wiggled down Nicko's body, opening his pants and freeing his cock before Nicko could do more than 


blink. 


Protests died on his lips when he was swallowed into the sucking heat of Tico's mouth, his hand cupping the 
back of his head and giving in to the almost violent motions of Tico's lips up and down his shaft. The head was 
lashed with a greedy tongue before he was once again taken to the root, his vision swimming with little flashes 


of color at each scrape of teeth, each fluttering lick 


Just as he was really getting into it, his hips thrusting and little pleased grunts marking every push, the cooler 
air washed over his when Tico's mouth popped off and he got to his feet. Nicko glared, mouth opening to 
demand a return, closing with a snap when Tico wagged a finger at him. "Now, now! Don't say it!" 


Glaring, Nicko tried to bore holes in the back of his head as Tico practically danced out the door, his laughter 
trailing behind him. With a loud snort, Nicko stomped out as well, planning vile retribution at the earliest 


opportunity. 


He was so irritated it wasn't until something brushed over his thighs that he realized his cock was cheerfully 
leading the way. 


Stuffing it back in his pants, he fought to close the zipper, turning left just in time to see Tico vanish through 
a curtain at the end of the hall. Picking up his stride, he hurried to catch up, not wanting to leave Tico alone 
just in case. And not wanting to leave himself that way either. When he passed through the sticky material, he 


grinned. 
Looked like Tico found what he'd been looking for. 


He was sprawled out on an altar, laying on his side with his head propped on his hand. "Care to sacrifice a 
virgin?" 


Nicko doubled over, howling. "Right, know where | might find one?" he gasped. 


"Cheeky sort aren't you?" Tico sat up and swung his legs over the side, letting them dangle as he crooked a 
finger at the other man. "Hey you, wanna get lucky?" 


| already am," Nicko grinned, approaching him and pushing his legs apart to fit his body between 


Ignoring the staring figures around them, they kissed, hands quickly opening buttons to slide shirts off 
shoulders and letting them fall where they might, flesh stroked and explored, heads dipping to bite and suck 


skin warm and slick with sweat from the terrors and the walk and the heat of desire. 


Boots and trainers and socks next, Tico falling over onto his back and kicking when Nicko tickled the bottom of 
his foot, so lost in laughing he didn't notice his pants being removed until Nicko forcibly lifted him to tug them 
down. He quickly lent a hand, grabbing for the waistband of Nicko's as soon as his own were gone, once again 
sitting up with Nicko trapped between his thighs, yanking him closer as soon as the barrier of clothing was 
gone to feel the slick hardness glide against his own. 


Kisses more urgent, cocks straining together, slipping against each other as Nicko rolled his hips, drawing 
demands for more from Tico. Nicko snaked a hand under Tico's thigh, exposing him and tracing the sensitive 
ring with the tip of his finger, tasting Tico's moan. When Nicko cursed, stepped back and slapped his forehead 
Tico couldn't help but laugh. "What?" 


"Lube," Nicko sighed, looking crestfallen. 
"In my pocket," Tico said, looking quite smug. 
Nicko ran his eyes over Tico's naked body. "You don't ‘ave any pockets." 


‘In my jeans you fool.” Tico pointed, Nicko snatching them up from the floor and shoving his hand into each 
until he let out one of those god-awful whoops and pulled the small bottle out. 


"Got it! 


"So get over here and use it." Tico leaned back on his elbows, drawing his legs up and resting his heels on the 
edge of the platform, letting his legs sprawl wide. It put him on display, Nicko groaning and coming back to drop 
his head and kiss his way up the underside of Tico's cock, curling his tongue round the tip and lapping the 
precome gathered there. Tico moaned, his head falling back, his hips tensing and pushing up to meet the soft 
heat of Nicko's lips as they placed tiny, sucking kisses on the tip of his cock. 


Tico gasped when Nicko's mouth consumed him, lips tight and dragging against the skin as he took him deep, 
the broad, flat tongue cupping the underside as the head slipped into his throat. Back up, teasing licks and a 
strong suction that pulled in the most delicious way, drawing his body up, seeking more, his breath panting 
between parted lips. He grumbled when Nicko's mouth left him until he felt that eager tongue on his balls, 
drawing one in and rolling it around as he closed his lips and tugged. Releasing it only to capture the other, 
Nicko's finger now busy spreading the thick lube over his hole, the tip of one working inside. 


It had been only a few days since his own fingers had been buried inside him, prompted by Nicko's commands 
as they teased each other over the miles through their phones so it slipped easily into the opening, his body 
welcoming it by clenching around it and holding it tight, having missed the wonderful thickness and dexterity of 
the wiggling digit that pressed further, seeking, seeking... 


Tico's eyes flew open and he shouted, his back arching. 


Nicko grinned, giving a last kiss to the spit soaked sac and straightening, watching Tico's face as he thrust his 
finger back and forth, curling it to bring another buck from the strong body that lay at his mercy, spread 
wide like a waiting sacrifice to the Gods of lust. 


Impatient, his cock beginning to demand to feel that clinging softness, Nicko pushed a second in, twisting and 
turning his wrist to stretch Tico open, to ease the way for his cock. Tico's groans increased in volume and 
length, his hands grabbing the back of his thighs and lifting his legs higher, opening himself even more. Nicko 
drew his fingers out, pouring a little more lube into his hand and slicking his cock before closing the bottle and 
dropping it to the floor. Grasping his shaft, he moved closer, fitting the head of his cock into the crease of 
Tico's arse and gliding it up until it pressed against the ring. 


Tico's breath left him in a rush when Nicko's cock pushed into his body, filling him, the walls spreading and 


then closing around around him, wrapping him a velvet inferno of lube slick heat and powerful muscles that 
rippled and squeezed. Gritting his teeth, Nicko eased back, Tico moaning at the emptiness left behind, hissing 
when with a push of his hips Nicko filled him again. Dropping his legs, he twined them round Nicko's hips and 
rose to meet him, the two of them falling into a steady pace that seemed to be set by the beat of their 
hearts, increasing as the pounding accelerated until they were slamming together, flesh hitting and sliding, 
sweat rising to trickle down the outline of bunched and heaving muscles. 


Tico wound his arms around Nicko's neck and pulled him down for a frantic, need filled kiss, his tongue 
desperate, seeking and stroking the roof of Nicko's mouth, his cheeks, tasting his breath as they drove their 
bodies harder, the air thick with the sounds and smells of heated flesh and sex. Forgetting where they were, 
even the vacant stares of the dummies that worshiped the act no longer a part of their focus, they fucked 
and loved and rose to places that offered the sweetest pain, that of the moment that was itself a small slice 
of death when their minds and bodies crossed that line and tumbled into a void of satisfaction and relief. 


Tico shouted when Nicko's hand found him, the rough jerks of his cock driving him swiftly toward orgasm, 
spots of color dancing before his eyes as his body writhed and twisted, his hips rolling up to meet the hard 
hitting drives of Nicko's, flesh slapping, Nicko's balls pounding his arse with every stroke. He wailed, his fingers 
digging into Nicko's shoulders as wet heat splashed between them, his arse wringing Nicko's cock, Nicko's growl 
shifting into to a cry of release as his come spilled into Tico's body, frantic jabs forcing his cock deep with 


each contraction around it. 


Breath sobbing, bodies shaking with tremors wrung from them by the explosions that still fired through them, 
they sagged together, Nicko's mouth capturing Tico's in a long, panting kiss. 


Thirty minutes later they stepped into the cool night, the door to the Funhouse closing behind them. Tico 
sighed and hunched his shoulders. "Should have brought a jacket" 


"Bit of a nip in the air," Nicko boomed, looking disgustingly wide awake and full of energy. 
Tico rolled his eyes. "Come on. I'm tired and I'm hungry." 
"Back to the hotel then! Maybe we're still in luck and we can order a bit of something.’ 


Falling into an easy pace, they strolled from the carnival, waving at the guards that watched the entrance. 
Turning up the sidewalk, Tico leaned into Nicko, bumping him with his shoulder. "That was fun" 


"Fun?" Nicko snorted. "Me head hurts, me balls hurt, | been stepped on, kicked, climbed and run into the 


ground!" 


Tico snickered. "But it was fun" 


Nicko winked at him, the grin on his craggy face saying it had been fun indeed. 
But if Tico ever had the idea again, he was finding rope and some cloth and tying him to the bed. 


Tico frowned when Nicko's let out a barking laugh, eyeing the wicked gleam in his eyes. "What are you 
thinking?" 


Nicko's face fell. "Why do you say that? Do | ‘ave to be up to something? What if I'm just thinking lovely 
thoughts and...” 


Tico hunched his shoulders and tried to look invisible as Nicko went on. 
And on, and on, and on. 


He was shoving something in his mouth as soon as they got back to the room. And he knew just what it would 


be. 
Spying the evil grin on Tico's face, Nicko kept right on talking. 
He knew what Tico was thinking and he knew what it was as well. 


And it sounded like fun to him. 


